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THE TRAVELLER, 
AND 
SPIRIT OF THE TIMES, 


A Family Journat, devoted to News, Literature, Mirth, 
Sports of the Fteld, and General Information. 


BY CHARLES J. B. FISHER, 
Brother to Miss Clara Fisher. 


Tus varied weekly Newspaper, which was es- | 
tablished in 1831, has now risen to an extensive CIT) 
culation, and a most flattering popularity, while its | 
rapid increase of patronage, it 1s confidently hoped, 
has been met with a corresponding spirit of exer- 
u 


on 

Those who love the Sports of the field, will find in 
its columns an ample field for their sports : the An- 
gler will meet with plenty of amusement ui his line: 
the Gunner may read, or record all that is worth 
powder and shot: and the Racer, we trust, will be 
‘as much gratified with our course, as hig own, when 
he has seen both in the long run. 

Politics and party feelings are totally excluded : 
—from a conviction that the merry tale, or the 
laughing jest, will cement the bonds of fellowship 
better than the angry discussion of those topics on 
which the wisest and best may difler,—and it is | 
therefore confidently hoped that the plan of avoid- 
ing all polities, will be deemed the most politic plan. 

A regular communication has been established 
with Europe, by which the latest papers and the 
most approved periodicals will supply our columns 
with all that is interesting abroad—while our many 
correspondents in all parts of the Union, daily fur- 
nish us with some fresh matter that concerns or 
amuses us at home ;—so that in foreign affairs, we 
hope our readers will always find themselves at 
home, while in Domestic News we trust we shall 
never be abroad. 

Literature—W orks of Art—and the Drama, will 
always command the strictest attention. For Lite- 
rature should be regarded as the picture of our ad- 
vancement, and Works of Art be always attended 
to for the adcancement of our pictures ;—while the 
Drama, which most persons consider a play-thing, 
will with us always meet the most serious atten- 
ton. 

This paper is of the largest size, and printed with 
new and elegant type. It is issued every Saturday, 
and forwarded to country subscribers by the very 
earliest mails. 

Advertisers will find its columns a most desirable 
medium of publicity, as they not only circulate ex- 
tensively over the City, buttraverse the Union from 
Maine to Missouri—while all the latest news regard- 
ing internal communications, will be given for the 
guidance and information both of strangers and | 
travellers. 

Merriment and Sport are the antidotes we pro- 
pose for melancholy, but as every situation in life 
a its cares, it will be our endeavor to lighten those 
of our friends, by a copious mixture of amusement 
and mirth—yet so tempered, that while its exertion 
is to make sorrow smile, it shall never caue propri- 
ety to grieve. 

Price Three Dollars per annum, payable in advance. 
Office No. 20 Nassau-street. 


- New-¥ork 
TRAVELLER, TIMES & JOURNAL. 















“Laugh at the jests, or pranks that never fail, 
Or sigh with pity at some mournful tale; 

Or press the bashful stranger to his food— 
And learn the luxury of doing good.” 


———————— a = 

URDAY ‘EVENING, May 18, 1833. 
MAY. 

“ Sweet is the breath of morn, her rising sweet, 

With charm of earliest birds; pleasant the Sun, 

When first on this delightful land he spreads 

His orient beams on herb, tree, fruit and flower, 

Glistening with dew ; fragrant the fertile earth 

After short showers, and sweet the coming on 

Of grateful evening mild.”—Murtow. 





Hunan hope is all vanity. Last week we were 
promising ourselves, and the world a most mag- 
nificent month of it. We spent two hours and an 
half in posing a very melodi panygeric to 
Mey complimenting her on her fruits, and flow- 
ers, blue eyes, sunny smiles, and heaven knows 
what, hoping by a little flattery to put her in good 
humor for the rest of her journey. But the jade 
was not to be jilted ; most probably she saw through 
our two “faces under a hood,” for, after laughing 
at us fora day or two, she suddenly turned tail, 
and has been doing nothing but frowning and scol- 
ding, and throwing dirty water on us ever since.— 
Once or twice indeed, her ill temper got so much 
the better of her good nature, that she began to puin- | 
wel us with thunder and lightning. However, like | 
many other beauties, her passion rather enhanced | 
the glow of her charms than otherways, and after 
all she has done to us, We must acknowledge we 
have seldom seen an angry young lady to better 
advantage. 

Perchanee when the damsel grows older, she may 
become less unreasonable. We all know how dif- 
ficult it is to keep on the sunny side of a Miss in her 
teens; and besides the young lady in question had | 
been terribly bored by the farmers telling her in her | 
infancy, that a Quaker’s face, a dark brow, and a 
weteye, would be more to the advantage of her 
dignity and their own profits than the sunny bac- 
chanalian, laughter-Joving‘countenance, she was be” 
ginning to assume. All this the Indy took in dud- 
geon, and began to cry accordingly; and thus we 
have lost nearly a fortnight’s sun, and heaven knows 
how many nosegays and kisses, and all for the ad- 
vantage of such unpoetical articles as potatoes and 
bread. 

Still, my dear girl, don’t be down hearted ; we | 
love thee—even in thy tears we love thee ; and tho’ 
we cannot, like the children of the East, walk hand 
in hand with thee in pleasure, still we will bless thee 
in a ieipation ofthe bliss to come ; and when thou 
art gape, we will remember thee in the roses of 
June, and when we weave a garland for our lady's 
tresses, we wi! call upon thee from thy heaven of 
beauty to propitiate the offering. Farewell my bon” 
ny girl; we only chid in jest, for thou art lovely with 
all thy imperfections—most lovely, and indeed vaus 








| 


were it in us to say otherwise, when the grateful | 


world is teeming with thy praise, and all around is | 
one jubilee of health, happiness, and prosperity 
——EEEE } 
JAMES SHERIDAN KNOWLES. 

We are pleased to announce that this worthy 
distinguished individual may visit our truly famed 
receptacle for talent, where “ genius never sicken- 
ed or fancy died;” whence, our West's, Irving's, 
our Payne's, Stuart's, and Leslie's emanated to win 
honors enduring and endurable. He will probably 
come—let him—but let us have, with all his over- 
powering enthusiasm, his splendid expose of the 
Greek Drama. Let us have Sophocles and Euri- 
pedes, yea, even the Peter Pindar, Aristophanes, 
rendered unto us in their initimable works by a warm 
hearted Irishman, in overpowering English. We 
cordially invite Mr. Knowles to this land of the free, 


and | 








and assure him that asa lecturer, in which he has 
no compeer, he will elicit the attention, and com- 
mand the admiration of the elite, and the approba- 
tion of the general. 
of Tell, Virginius, and the Hunchback, visit our 
shores. Let him depict the beauties of the Greek 
Dramatists. Lethim enrapturedly descant upon the 
excellence of Maturin, and his character as a man, 


Let him come—let the author 


in his unparalleled lectures, and woe to those of the 
ancient regime—their big sleeves will suffer in the 
throng—this we fearlessly predict. 

We trust Knowles will not play the actor but the 
lecturer—we know him, and well know that no man 
since the days of Ogilvie will so largely and gratify- 
ingly draw upon the good taste of our community 





ACADEMY OF DESIGNS. 
We particularly call the attention of our rea- 
ders to the National Academy of Design. It has 


opened for the season, with a most splendrd collec- | 


tion of paintings. We intend to be more diffuse 
on the subject next week. And in the interem 
strongly advise every one who chances to cast an 


eye over this paragraph, to attend the exhibition, | 


and we know if they follow our advice, they will 


vo 
a aren 


yonder? ifse we beg pardon for the libel, but it 


MIDNIGHT. 

A MOST MELANCHOLY ARTICLE 
Past twelve o'clock and a wet morning,—think 
the latter half of that’s a lie any way—for we are as 
dry as a liveeel ina frying pan. This is the hour 
when church yards yawn, and spirits walk abroad, 
so at least says Shakspeare, and truly we believe 
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BALTIMORE RACES. i 


BALTIMORE, I4th May, 1833. 
The Spring Races, over the Central Course 


commenced this day with the four year old Sweep- 
stakes. 
six subscribers. 


Fatrance $500,—h. f. four mile heats,— 


hin, for every third man we meet is blind drank.— j John C. Stevens’ ch.c.Medoc, - - 2 2 1 1 
Tis a beautiful hour for contemplation, and repose | Col. Win. Wynn's br. e. Anvil, - - 3 1 2 2 
and—but oh! may every fury in ‘Tarturus con- Thos. D. Johnson's b. f. Florida, - 1 2 de — 
found it, what the devil’s this—here we are struck J. M. Bott’s b. c. Tobacconist, - - 4 4 dr — 


speechless to a dead certainty by the shock of a 
thunder bolt—eh ? no, but nearly as bad, almost 

A 1 by the confounded pillar of a farthing 
lauthorn. Call ye that Gas in the dirty glass case 





looked so dim, and so distant, that we really mistook 
it for the planet Saturn, endeavoring to make him- 
self as seuree as possible, under the sanction of a 
murky cloud. Do lighten our darkness we hum- 
bly beseech you most magnificent corporation, for 
we can assure you from personal conviction, that 
it’s a very disagreeable thing for ayoung geutleman 
to be put to the trouble of leaving the impression of 
his nose behind him in a cast iron lamp post ! 

Now the street is nearly deserted—there is noth- 
ing to be heard but the deep snores of the watchful 
guardians of the night, pregnant with terror and 
alarm to all such worthless members of society as 
hate to hear the deep silence of the night invaded 
by the nassal groans of a drunken * bulky.” And 
look yonder to the left, a sturdy “minion of the 
moon,” making his exit from a parlour window 
with certain etceteras, which you will find enume- 
rated in to-morrow's Courier, tucked carefully un- 
der his arm. 





So let the pillaged wight go weep— 

he thiefungalled stray— 

For rogues must watch, while watchmen sleep 
Thus runs the night away. 





How now, what fiddling and squalling is this at 
the corner ?—rogues keeping holliday we suppose 
—but no—it’s neither more, nor less, than a poor 
devil of adripping apprentice, singing serenades to 
his lady love. Whatan unmusical scoundrel he is; 
there would be more melody in the jingling of a 
calathumpian fish kettle. But soft he has done the 
business as well as though he had the Cremona and 
the skill of Pagganini—Now the light glimmers in 
the casement !—now the sash is gently raised, by a 
hand as yet invisible !—now, he of the fiddle, is 
standing on the tiptoe of expectation, ready to bask 
inthe candlelight of his lady's countenance !—and 
now, oh most horrible! the poor wretch is tum- 
bling heels over head into the channel, nearly exter- 
minated by the explosion of a water spout from the 
window!!! O! Father! father! stony 
hearted old rascal you must be, thus to damp the 


what a 


the favorite at 2 to 1 againt the field. 


€ 


when Florida 
at a dashing pace. 
gained distance on the horse at every streteh, tll 
the last hal? of the fourth mile, when Medoc was 
put to his speed, and though so far behind that sue- 


cess seemed hopeless, he 


mation of many of the unknowing ones, and much 
hedging took place, but at the start, ** Tobacconist” 
took the lead and kept it through the first three 
miles, when * Anvil” came up,—took it from him, 


far behind. 


shew his undoubted bottom and speed. 


| ly put * hors du combat,” 
end of the first mile. 
closely followed by Anvil while Florida continuing 
to lose ground was pulled up the second round. | 


Wu. R. Johnson's full sister to Ber- 


trand Junr » paid forfeit 
Harrison's Sally Drake, 


Great quantity of rain has fallen within these 


few days and the track is consequently very heavy. 
so much so that the time of each heat much disap- | 
pointed the backers of Medoc, who was decidedly 


On coming 


to the Post, “ Anvil” was observed not to be in very 
first rate condition, and exhibited the remains of a 
heavy cold that materially influenced his running at 
Broad Rock,—he was also too fat, but his subse- 
quent exertions proved him to be a first rate Nag,— 
the rest of the 


field were in fine condition and 


sagerly ** straiming ont he start.” 


Ist Heat.—After one false start they set off in 


fine style, Medoe leading for the first half mile, 


e up, challenged, and past him, 





Florida continued to lead and 


ruined so quickly on the 





mare, that she only won the heat by about 3 lengths. 


Time 8 37. | 


2d Heat.—Florida had risen greatly in the esti- 


and came in on a canter,—leaving the other three 


Time 8 50. 


3d Heat.—Any tolerably good four mile horse, 


might now have taken the race, for the whole field | 
was too light for such long heats, “* Medoc’’ never | 
having run a four mile race before, and “ Anvil,” | 


who is only 15 1-2 hands, not being well enough to 


At the 


start “ Tobacconist” took the lead, but was «peedi- | 





and was pulled up at the | 
Medoc then headed the field, 


The contest then lay between Medoc and Anvil and 
was continued in gallant style,—each for a time 
seemed the probable winner, and either was taken 
for choice for the heat, though the untiring condi- 


like a bird. 
houne, replied Pat, getting up and seratehing his 
head, did'nt Tknow very well that if it was as long 
as eternity it must lead to something at last } 


HE 


SCRAPS. 


= === 
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ORIGINAL | 
FACTS AND FROLICS. 

JIM CROW. | 

We understand Mr. Thomas Rice, the celebrated 

_ Jim Crow has jumped into more good fortune 

| lately, by a wheel about of the lottery to the tune of 

\fifleen hundred dollars at Clark's 112 Broad- 

way. Ifso we wish him all joy, for fortune seld- 

om sticks her feather in the cap of one that can | 


| 


wear it with a better grace. 


A SIREN. 

One of the ugliest things in town, is to be seen at 
{4 Chatham street under the cognomen of Mer- 
Ifthis be truly a genuine descendent of the 
sirens of old, and an inheritress of all the charms 
then we | 


maid. 


we have been so much bothered about, 
must confess we have greatly degenerated from the | 
ancients in our ideas of femenine beauty. } 
| STANDING ON NOTHING. | 
On Friday last an Lrishman who is engaged in | 
the building of a house in the neighborhood, having | 
arrived at the top of the ladder with his hod on his } 
back stept over the wall, and naturally enough, as 
| 
down again to the bottom, onthe other side.“ Blur- | 


there was nothing to stop himby the way tumbled 


anages Pat, says one of his companions, what a 
fool you wor to think to be afther standin on nothin 
Och howld your tongue you Omed- 


| 
| 


IRISH DESCENDANTS. 
There are at present in New York, 


| 


And a Grand Turk named, Fitzpatrick— 
This is another proof of what terible fellows 
among the ladies those [rishinen are in all conn- 


tries. 


CROSS READINGS. 

Mr. Osbaldeston lately killed at one shot—the 
three beautiful regiments of Coldstream Guards— 
five churches, two hospitals—two colleges—with 
other items of even less importance. 

Seven Pirates were hanged last week at York, 
—after the ceremony,—they all sat down to sup- 
per. 

Ata late meeting in Troy the members—of tem- 
perance confined themselves exclusively to—Lrish 
Whiskey, and Jamaica Rum of superior quality 

Six or seven married and rather elderly gentle- 
men—were then sold by auction for 6 cents a head 


rapture of a poor young geutleman in its very hour tion of Medoc made him still the favorite for |—their ladies it appears had no further use for 


of consummation, and with a flood too, which per- 
chance, if the truth was known, would turn outt» 
be butof very doubtful character 

Hark! the 
yet more chilly with the nipping breezes of the 
morn, has betaken her to her rest, rolled up in a 
very shabby looking black mantle—the noses of the 


bell tolls one—the moon, grown 


drowsy centinels, give yet more clamorous warning 
of the | of their d 
many a casement glides softly on their pullies, giv- | 





7, proprietors ; and 


ing exit and entrance to the* vigilant, nightly super- 
intendants of public property. 
selvesimbibe the contagion of the hour, and look 
about with gloomy joy for some spot in which to 
commence our depredations. 


Even now we our- 


Tis now the very witching time of night 

When ghosts, and players stagger home to bed, 

Putting segars about the world. 
drink hot punch, 

And do such bitter business as the club | 

Would sigh to look at. 

And thus, in the full current of our wrath 

We'll dive within this painted sepulchre, 

And eat some roasted oysters. 

——$——___— 


| 
| 
| 
TRAVELLING ITEMS—No. 2. | 
OUR BOSTON CORRESPONDENT. | 

Easrers Traveccinc.—We stated in our last | 
that the Water Witch would shortly commence 
running between Boston and Portland. It was se 
understood here ; but it proves to be a mistake.— 
She has gone to Hartford, and will probably ply 
between that place and New York. So that we 
«down easters” will be compelled to put up with | 
the old Chancellor Livingston, until the contempla- 
ted Weasrer is completed, which will not be until 
the next season. The L. we however think ful | 
equal to the old Connecticut. It is possible, how- | 
| ever, that Capt. Porter will succeed in obtaining a | 
| boat in New York for this rout. We are inclined | 
| to think, that since the amalgamation on the North | 
| river, that some one of the boats might be spared | 


FROM 





| 
| 


| 
| 
| 


| us, and prove profitable to all concerned 


| Bostox Ountpus.—T wo enterprising Bostonians 


two beautiful boats to convey passengers over to 
! 
An excel- 


are 
Chelsea, the “ Hobomok of Boston.” 
lent public house is kept at the former place, by a | 
Mr. Glidden, which renders it quite a fashionable | 


| resort in warin weather. | 


Hore s at tHe East.—We have several excel- 
hotels in Boston. The character of the Tremont 
House is as well known at the South as atthe East 
It is without exception the most magnificent edifice 
in the country. It isthe resort of the fashionables 
from the South. The New England Cottee House, 
under the management of a brother of the gentle- | 
man who conducts the Tremont, is oa a similar 
plan. [tis an excellent house. ‘The location is 


' not however so desirable as several other houses in 






» House, by Hart 


lishment, with a 


the city. The Exchange Co 
Davenport, isa well managed es 
gentlemanly host, good fair and moderate charges 
Then we have the Marlboro Hotel, by Barker, plea. 
santly situated on Washington street. "The ordina- 
ry charge for gentlemen at the Tremont House, and 


the Marbloro’ Hotel is #150 per day ; most of the 


other houses charge but adollar, The ~ Indian 
Queen” is a temperance house, as are also the Ma- 
nofacturers Hotel and the Mansion House. More 


of hotels anon 
{ Bosros ayp Porriaxp.—The Chancellor Liv- 
t. 
es Boston on Wednesday and Sat 


mgston continues to ply between Boston and P. 
| land. She 
| urday at > P.M. and arrives in Portland the next 





r 





morning at about 8 A. M. leaving Portland on 
Monday and Thursday at7 P.M. The distance is 
about 120 miles—the fare three dollars and found 
Capt Weeks, the first officer, isan experienced and 
A safe and rapid daily 
Boston 


gentlemanly commander 
steamboat conveyance to 


would doubt.ess meet with the most liberal support 





Portland and 


from travellers. 


Sraces.—More stages arrive at and depart from 
| Boston than any other town or city in the United 
States. It is estimated that the average is about 


one hundred daily 


A Guiwe to Travetcers.—The Stage Register, 
published once in two mouths by Messrs. Badger 
& Porter, will be found an excellent guide to a tra- 
veller in visiting the different New England states, 
and the state of New York 
relative to the arrival and departure of stages, towns 
through which they pass, &c 


It furnishes every thing 


Changes of Fashion. —Two centuries ago “ Old 
Square toes” was the stigma attached to age and | 


are the very height of juvenile dandyism. 


ed ahead and won the heat in fine style 


an untried two year old, and for the first half mile 
seemed improved in foot since the first heat,—but 
the length of the race and the heavy state of the 
Course greatly protracted the time of the heat. 


| brush, when Medoe took a decided lead, —whip and 
| spur were tried on * Anvil” without effect, and the 
son of old Eclipse won the race after 16 miles of 


O we could aud“ Anvil” proved that the blood of * Monsieur 
Tonson” can produce both bottom and speed. ‘The 


stretch it was almost impossible to name the leader, | 
butas they neared the Judge's stand,‘ Medoe’ dart- | dranght—the City Hall, including all that section when you will in her vicinity, 


| 
Time 8 42 1-2 


4th Heat.—* Medoc” came to the post, fresh as 


Both horses continued nearly locked till the last 


Time 9 11. 


* Medoe” is unquestionably a very first rate Nag, 


very heavy running. 


race produced a vast deal of interest aml 
thousands of dullars changed hands on the result. 
The weather was extremely unfavorable. and 
much rain fell during the ranning of the two last 





heats. 

The “ Craig Cup” to be run for to-morrow is a 
very splendid affair, and certainly well worth the 
B00 
ing formed by 4 horses heads,—the handles made of 


It is a complete Race Cup,—the stem be- 


twisted whips, the rim embossed with 4 horses at 
full speed. 
IIE RS 
For the Traveller and Times. 
LEGEND OF O'DONOHOE, 
“Tt seems to those who've dared to gaze, 
As if their robes were formed of rays; 
And they were things of vapoury light, 
Bat indistinct and dimly bright, 
As if twixt them and mortal sight 
A veil was hung.” Nia. | 





There once lived in the neighborhood of the lakes 
of Killarney, in the south of Ireland, a mighty 
named O' Donohoe, a man celebrated for 
Many and 


Prince, 
his extraordinary strength and statue. 


| wonderful are the tales recorded of his Hereulian 
have commenced running an Omnibus, brought all | deeds—the following may be taken as an example | 
| the way from your good city, between the hotel in| of their general character:—He had a noble white | 
Roxbury and the Winnesimmet Ferry, where there | steed, as famous for strength and beauty as him- | 
| self, and it is affirmed, on God knows whose an- | 


thority, that when journeying together they used to 
take it in turns to carry each other 

After many years spent in promoting the happi- 
ness of his subjects, he one day, it was the last of 


yril, sent an invitation to all his friends, and vas- 





, to meet him at his castle on the following | 


x 





morning. Atthe appointed hour they were there, 
and were much surprised to see their Prince armed 
capapee, and mounted on his favourite charger, | 


ride in to the midst of the court vard, where they } 
: oe 





assembled ; but who can express their grief | 
| 


| 


were 
and astonishinent, when informed by a herald, that 
“ O Donohoe, King of Desmond, and Tralee, ang 
Knight of the famous order of the Red Branc h, | 
would that hour take leave of his loyal and beloved | 
subjects, for ever 

After an affectionate farewell, in which he re- | 
commended all who heard him to the practice of 
justice and virtue, the Prince proceeded slowly, and | 
with an air of peculiar dignity towards the Lake of 
Mucross, and in the sight of thousands, who follow- 
ed him to see where the mystery would end—rode 
najestically across the waters ; nor did his horse’s | 
hoot appear to make any more impression on the | 
surface of the deep, than if it had been a plain of | 
marble Having arrived in the centre of the 
“Jough,” he bowed gracefully and oft’ to the ad- 
miring thousands that surrounded him, when the | 
blue water, at his command, yawned beneath and 
received him to tts bosom for ever 

His subjects mourned him, rather as one that was | 
absent, than dead, for he was often seen, early in | 
the mornings of summer, riding round the lake, at- | 
tended by ten thousand of the most beautiful forms | 
imaginable. However, in tine, as sin began to 
spread a thicker gloom around the world, and as 


the chain of the Sassenach tyrant became more op- 





pressive and gi » his countrymen, his visits 
were less frequent, and for many years past he has 
never honored the surface of Lough Destmond with 
his presence, save when he comes to celebrate the 
anniversary of the day, that he retired from our up- 
per world. At such times he is always hailed as 
the harbinger of sunny summer, and plentiful har- 
vest—for there is an vld tradition prevalent, that if 
May sets in, clouded by an April storm, he fails to | 
make his appearance, and thus leaves the unfortu- 
nate farmer to the dismal anticipation of blighted | 
crops and light protits. His last appearance was in| 


the year Ist 


A child with four arws, four lege, two heads, and 


garulity, while in the present day sqnare-toed shoes | one body was stll-born at Starcross last week.— 


Western Tomes. 


the race,—as they approached in the last quarter | them. 


A notorious glutton lately swallowed at one 


| of Chatham-street. 


Found on Friday and supposed to be a foreign 
production—a young lady from Broadway who for 
the last—twelve hours has not uttered a single 
word.—This curiosity may be seen at Peale’s 
Museum. 

The President who is a very moderate man— 
died of a distemper caused by eating in one night 
—four Barbary Houses, two Buitlaloes and an 
Elephant. 

The late king was so fond of his horse Hector 
that—he gave him his only daughter in marriage 


» , "7 "J " po ; | . ~ ° . 
The day after Fontleroy was hanged in London she has of setting fire to the river, town we mean, |“ Oh fie, Massa Mercury; you make de gal blush 


—we met him in company with a lady in Paris,— 
apparently much refreshed after his journey. 
A swindler was lately apprehended m Boston,— 


and in consequence of his integrity and virtue— | 
sentenced to be whipped through the market place | 


—until perfectly restored to health and appetite. 

Previous to Buonaparte’s marching to Rassia— 
he kept a litte milliner’s shop in Strand street,— 
where he was soon raised to the peerage for his 
industry-in selling stewed tripes and cow-heels on 
Sundays. 

N. P. Willis has left France for ftaly—with Tri- 
nity Church Yard and the corporation—besides 
other trifling items in his pocket book. 





CONUNDRUMS. 
Why is Romeo like roasting beef? 
Because its a part of the tender line. 
Why is a physician less dangerous than a mad 
dog! 
Because his Bark is worse than his bite. 
Why is a fool like twenty hundred weight? 
Because its a simple-ton. 
Why are Paris boats like mad men ? 
Because they are in-Seine. 








STUDY AND REFLECTION. 
Ata certain house in Broadway, two gentlemen 





ge. The one 


were lately busily engaged at eribb: 
played the game with great coolness, and judge- 
ment, but inspite of every thing, he lost, while the 
other, who threw his cards apparently at random, 
wonall before him. This good fortune, however, 
was less owing to chance or skill, than to his anta- 
gonist’s having bright steel buttons on his coat, 
which shewed every card in his hand.“ How the 
devil can this be Jack,” says ‘Tou after losing the 
tenth game, “ you beat me all hollow without the 
slightest study. “ You are mistaken in that 'Tom, 
my boy,” replied Jack, “for however Tmay appear 
to play without study, Lassure you it cost’s me a 
great deal of reflection.” 
EVERY MAN TO HIS TRADE 


ays one Sex- 





“ How is business with you Bill,” 
ton to another the other day in the Park. D—d bad 


was the reply. Butany way I believe there has'nt 


been an hour's luck in the town, sinee the time of} 


the cholera morbus. 
A FARCE, 

Collins, the cracked sailor, who threw a stone at 
the King of England some time since, on the race- 
course, has been transported to Botany Bay for life 
He 
trial, and indeed we would be sorry to stake much 
The 


poor fellow we understand, has provided himself 


was as mad as a mareh hare during his 


on the sanity of those who condemned him 


| with a new wooden leg, to help hincon his journey.— 


Any person who wishes to write a faree, may begin 


| as soon as he likes—he could not have better mate- 


rials for another Bombastes Furiose. 





The Harpers have issued in two volumes, a 


most interesting work, by the author of “ Hajji 
The story is 





Baba,” named Zolirabe the hostage 


aid in Persia, and the passag 





swe have read 





pregnant with interest 


This book, like every other book of stamina, 


must become a favorite 


COMMUNTIOATED 


I am fond of a little innocent mirth, and don't 
care to be deceived if it does not hurt my honor or | 
my pocket, so TL brushed up my old beaver and 
started to see the “ Patent Conjurer,’ Wat oh! mis- 
fortune! { itwas not the night in passing Peale’s, 
however, | was stared in the face with the glaring 


words Ventriloquism and Legerdemain, “ thinks I 
to myself,” this will do, so in L went. 

I found here no medals, no "Tusk: 
ungarnished Yankee, Mr. Harri 
ton. This unassuming young 1 
ly the tact of pleasing his audier 
I spent an evening so merrily for many a} 





ton, from 














TIMES, 


—— 


as fusty av a withered cabbage-stalk 





are 


arets but a plain | 
Bos- | 
mn, has undoubt- 
e. and never have 
ng vear, | 
he kept us in a perpetual rear of laughter, and his | 


===: = 

PUBLIC CHARACTERS | 
UNDER THE ROSE 

llow very unpoetically warm it ix, here we have 


been imbibing tweuty original ideas within the last 


coffee, but somehow or other, the vapors have so 
operated on our mental system lately, that we have 
been unable to give a single one of them digestion 
Alas! and alack-a-day! for the progress of tem- 
perance,—nothing like a cup of gently diluted bran- 


| dy in the morning, for clearing the brain, and eman- 





cipating a paragraph from its attendant webs 
Who the devil can the 
strength of acup of cold water! why, any body 
to be sure, who can count fifty, and withal draw 
pot hooks and hangers, but then his effusions miust 
partake confoundedly of his beverage,—cold, cheap, | 
and most productive of the colic. We could 
bring forward a thousand examples in support of 
our arguments, but in mercy to you, most beloved 
A brother | 


manufacture items on 





reader, will coutent ourselves with one. 
scribe of our own in the next street, was formerly | 
the most open-handed, rosy cheeked, round bodied | 





little fellows imaginable, and of course the very | 
mischief ateracking a joke, but now-a-days, having 
thought proper to join the club, he has become as 
lank and lanthorn-jawed as Shakspeare’s apothe- 
cary—as close and nipping, as a rusty rat-trap, and | 
Besides he 


| is always recommending to others the efficacy of 


his abominable stomach torture, and indeed, such is 





his devotion to the cause, that he has lately ruined 
the vicinity he lives in, by draining the only pump 
By the 
way we wish ourcorporation would levy a tat on all 


we had in the neighborhood, almost dry. 


A Madame Doyle— | your therengh societies, unless their members would 
A Monsieur O'Flaberty— | casing themselves exclusively to salt water. But 
| A Siegnore O'Toole— {to retarn to brother we have only read one 
| A Mynheer MeDennell— | of hisdeluged paragraphs, after the revolution of | 
| A Don O'Rouke— | his system, and indeed we are apprehensive the 


effect will prove fatal, for we have felt as weak, | 
| and as low in spirits, as a six watered glass of bas- | 
| tard brandy ever since. 

| Well then, since in order to be fashionable, we 

must prison our wits, fearing to inhale a stream of 
| sutlicient dignity to set them afloat, we will even 

| venture as far as the battery in quest of matters of 

| fact. What young lady can this be that comes dash- 

|ing along with such a theatrical swagger! She | 
jlooks very earnestly this way, can it be falling | 
in love with ourself she is, though without the 

slightest egotism inthe world, there would be no- 

| thing very original or wonderful in that, even taking 





| inte cor ration the very summary method with | 

| which we despatched the duties of the toilet this 

| morning—here’s putour best leg foremost any way 
Humph ! she curls up her nose atus, as if we were 
made of a sour lemou,—Tush, by Jupiter, it is Miss 

of Whiteball street, a gentle 

her, she had a voice like Fanny Kemble, 








vin lately told 
and the 





poor girl has been running crazy ever since ; walk 





nd you hear her | 
| mumbling over some passage from Julia, Juliet, or 
Lady Macbeth, and she lately even disearded her 


| lover in contempt, who by the way was an honest | 
| quaker from Salem, beeanse the poor fellow failed | 

to realize her ideas of Romeo or Sir Thomas Clif 
| ford, and we are creditably informed that she twice | 
| refused an English Lord in her sleep and at last ac- 
| cepted of a French Marquis. No wonder then she 
! Jooked so glum on the unfortunate handle of a goos, 


| quill. Simpson or Hamblin may prepare them | 
' > 
| selves, as they will shortly be applied to by the lady 


| in question, and then, if matters come to a point, | 
| the public will be soon able to judge what chance 


| or of mounting the star and feather of nobility. | 
What a very ugly little man that is with his back 

towards us, we were all but exterminated as vur yi- 

sion glanced over his reflection in the river, think- 





ing itwas neither more nor less than his Satanic 





Majesty in propria persona rising from the bottom,— 
not, gentle reader, the printer's devil for a copy of 
rnest for 





| . : 
| our brains, but even worse, the devil in ¢ 


{a copy of ourself. 
j eternal jangler of worn out doggerel 





But who is it—ha 





w it that 
. dare 

| not even mention an initial of his name, lest he 
might be for making our corporation a thorough- 
| fare fora pistol bullet. Indeed he never goes un- 
| prepared for a shot, for his tongue is one of the 


foulest little weapons imaginable, and whenever he 





wants to annihilate you he has only to load it with a 
ball of his own brains, and you are gone in a minute 





| He has beew invoking all the muses in heaven these 
| two years to assist him in his attack on the heart and 
| pre mises of a certain young widow in Broadway | 


but it has proved no go, and he is now composing a 
sonnet commemorative of his own hard fate, and 


the widow's harder heart, preparatory to his taking | Wellington, dem bheant de go: 


We lately read a}, 





a parting dip in the Hud 
poetical description of the f 


boring print, and in sooth, if she is all and singular) shin.” 


as there represented, she must be an exact proto- | , 
type of his most beautiful self. 
But who is yonder person enveloped in his cloak | 


} of darkness coming this way ! 


Such a man as all) 


good Little cause has he 





‘Is love to look upon 
| to shade his face in his collar, for if’ a noble counte- | 
nance, impressed with the deep feelings of a God- | 


like spirit may unve il itself to the day, then might 
Ww 


as the sun. However, his friends think otherways 





S—— shine out as shamelessly and open | 
-| 
wi 
| they have lately acensed, tried and condemned him, 
for being wrought from better materials than them- 
selves. Yes, poor W. has been found guilty of 
trying to make himself happy—he has the misfor | 
tune of having rich relations—litte money—and a | 
| 


heart as spacious as the universe, (which ever 
I y 





body must allow is a devilish bad stock )—these 


have led him into a multitude of what the cold 





blooded call errors, and there he goes, shunned by 


his friends—insulted by his enemies, and driven to | 


ruin on the dark side of a heartless world—Heavens ! 


what a theme for contemplation—here isa man (ab- | 
| 


| solutely living at this moment in our goodly city) 


pregnant with every thing that makes man noble. | 
yet the butt, and victim of a host of miserable | 


caititls, who, fall their hearts were analysed, 


id the 
better portions extrac ted, would not in an amalga 
mated form, make one so lordly or se good as that 
which beats in the breast of the unfortunate wretch 
that is withering before us 

P Bat mark you that canker-worm behind him: we 

mean that brown coated, puritanical,superannuated 





self-sufficient looking fellow with the crab apple 
countenance in front—He looks like the ghost of a 
usurer—but alas he still lives, the devil seldom hur- 
ries those people out of the world whow he is sure 
of in the end. That fellow, sir, is a perfect plague- 
spot on creation,—he ts une le to poor W.—worth 
three hundred thousand dollars—and so of course 
pretty wellknown on ‘Change Lo! 
Vet at this moment if ask- 


how demure 


and sancttied he looks 





ed, he would scorn to relieve the sufferings of a 
| hungry orphan, by the disbursement of a single 
shilling. Butevenhe, sir, isa cery good and charit- 
able man—at least his dollars are always ready for 
raising the pillars of a public mstitution, or for 
blazoning his piety im the public prints His name 

and maxims are constantly quoted for the edifica- 

tion of his fellows,—he is courted and beloved, 
|honored and respected, and will ne doubt have a 
lofty monument when he dies, commemorative of 
Y Do you know sir whence 


his transcendent rirtucs 
this difference of opinion springs, why the nephew 

shunned, and the uncle courted ? no—nor we 
either, but perchane it may be partly owing to the 


tricks are admirably performed without the aid of any | three hundred thousand shaning qualities of the one 


He occasionally introduced his aston- 


confederate. 


ishing powers of Ventriloqaism, and his imitations 


are admirable.—Give me the Yankee. 


and to the fact that the devil mightdance a hornpipe 
in the empty pockets of the other. 


‘AND FAMILY JOUR 








ir ina certain neigh-| what you like!” 
| . 


NA L. 


ee ee 





But poor W. 8.’s miseries are nearly atan end, 


we fear his tinal resolution is taken for we lately 
heard him repeating as he passed, that omimous pas- 
sage—* to be or no to be, that is the question,” and 


| ten minutes, through the medium of a cup of iced) Were it even so how can we blame him, for 


“If there's a world where souls are free, 
And tyrants tant not nature's bliss— 
And death that bright world’s opening be, 

Oh who would live a slave in this.” 
_——_—__ -__— 
APOSTROPHE TO TIME 
How hast thou borne me oa thy wings, 
Inexorable time !— 
Tlow rapid are thy wanderings 
Through life’s bewildered clime! j 
It seemeth but as yesterday 
I climed my mother's knee, 
And on her t 
Or pratiled there in glee; 


vm cally lay, | 





Did learn beneath her tender eye, 
Taught by her pious care 

To raise my tiny hands on high, 
And lirp the twilight prayer | 


Bat thou hast borne me on—and on! 


| 
I know not how or when- } 
I know those happy hours are gone, | 
And that I move with men | 
I know a stranger's race hath now | 
The home that was our own, 
1 know there're wrinkles on my brow, } 
And sorrow in my tone | 
T know my pulses languidly 
Their * healthful music” beat, 
And that life's crimson currents flee, 
And from my veins retreat ; 
Iknow a multitude of sins— 
Of sorrows—and of cares ; 
I know that man and grief are twins, 
—Inseparable pairs ! 
I know the world craves wary feet— 
"Tis compassed round by fears :— 
I know the very bread we eat 
Is salted by our tears 


I know, O Time ! 
In thy untiring flight, 


another sweep 


Will bring me tu the dreamless sleep 
Of Death's protracted night 

When round the dying sinner's brow 
The death-shades damply twine— 

I know he'd give a world if thou 
Wouldst stay thy fligit, O Time! 

Of but a month—a day—a week— 
One precious hour were given, 

That he might with his conscience speak, 
And send one prayer to heaven 


But triumph not, thou conquerer! 
Speed on! thy latest field 

Awaits thee—and thy doom is fired, 
Irrevocably sealed 

I know Gon’s angel yet shall stand 
One foot upon the sea, 

And one upon the trembling land, 
In dread sublimity ; 

And lift his hand to Heaven, and swear 
By Him whom saints adore, 

Who made the heavens, evrth, sea, and air, 
That thou shalt be no more. Roscrea. 
—_—————- 

PWENTY MINUTES AT A NIGGAR BALL. 

* Silence yes all dere, taint fashionable to be hol- 
lerin and eating togader”—* taut Ms 





a Snipple de 
company war to be all elect!” “ Well, Sambo, and 
is'nt dem all select?) I'se sure de gemmen and la- 
dies pay a shilling a head remittance money.”— 
* Dere you Hannibal! cant stand see you buss my 
Juno arter dat fashion; ‘spose you don’t know Ju- 
no and [se goin to be nighted in martermoney ?” 





“Yes, butshe did'nt blush do, 
when Hanibal dere was kissing her like de very | 
debil. Well, nebber mind, me no give her mint 


like de coal seuttle.”” 


julip a Sunday, nor ’seort ber to Brooklyn.” 
lib | 


by dying, dis be de great swell niggar from Orange- 





“My eye! who comes here? Oh, as I hope to 


street; he tink he can ent greater flash and saw 
od 
“@ 
quite rumplified, tank you kinely, Massa Jupiter ; 


wood better nor any oder gemman in York. “ 





morrow, Massa Cwsar; how is you to-night ?” 


had a great rebalution in my tomach dis tree days, 





‘count of eating too much mush at Dido T 
blow out; but what mean de row under de table 7” 
“ Ob noting at all, only Miss Hebe Jumps and her 
feller Cutiee Wilkins fighting like ebery ting for de 
leg of a bold turky.” * Dere now, stand clear for 
de dance ; dose dat dont be done eating, put de rest 


Here de ladies 


if dey be mix'’d | 





of dere suppers in dere pockets.” 
must all range themselves dis side ; 
! 


© Miss Primrose 


togoder, the debil won't be al 





to stick a needle | 


between two ob dere lips.” low | 





}me lead you trough a waltz?” “QO ne, Massa | 


none but de eom- 
“ Well lubby, 
“Oh, me like someting langer- 


nonality dance walsys now a day.” 


“ Me like dat to; come you niggar, play us 
ip Yanky Doodle, Off we go, huzzahs!” “Stop a 
tater in dat feller’s beef trap, he shout as if him were | 
in achurch.” “ Dere, by gosh, Dina let go my arm; 
dat chap has wounded my feelings to de very back 
bone. Here, you niggar, come dis way, till make 


you eat a piece of de candlestick.” “If you do, | 
Massa Wellington, T guess Pil offend myself wid de 
“Oh, hokey, 


Jupiter, look dere! here Miss Angelina Skniggs 


fire shovel, right over your seonce.”” 


has swallowed up de whole canter ob cherry bran- | 
dy; guess as how she'll sleep where she lies till 

worping.” “Tsay, you gemman in de bine frock, 
you no pay de mittance money at de door; by gosh 


me no like dat—you be ne gemman, you be dam'd 








Ive; dere take dat on de snuff box.” © O my 
my nose.” “Come, fairplay; a ring—a ri 
Dere now, dere will nebber be an end to no peace 


und quietness.” Now Nero, iy bey, gib it him 





on de shins. Ob, me like dat: he bark Eke a calf 
Dere by gosh cuffee is floor'd.” © Him deserve it, 








he no business to "pose himself in genteel ‘sciety, 
Well spoke, 


Massa Bollivar, beside he smoke segar in de meet 


him only prentice to a shoe-black.’ 
ing-house. Kick him out; dere he goes like a dead 
kitten—hurrah !” “My serbis to you, Miss Sunset 
Oh 


Dere now, Pll be jiggard if 
jizz 


how you relishafy de exquisite ob de wedder.” 
1 





it be quite exconsina 


dat beant a m glity nice word; must learn it a- 


ginst | goes mongst de quality: what de meaning 


ob it Miss Sunset’ © exconscionable means ex- 
quisitable. You find it in Shakspeare’s English 
Grammar Hah, de debil! what do I see in de 
corner yonder. Scipio, Kissin my wife like tunder 
and lightning: “Ul be disrevenged dis minnet if} 
I war to wait for week.” Now ladies and gemmen 
we all cross hands and danee de country dance up 
de middle and down agaim. Play up tidler—now 
tree cheers, and off we go—buz, buz, buz. 
LE 


1 Creer Evtraordinary.—A gentleman imforms 
that while sojourning at one of the towns in 
s encountered in the street a stoutdouble- | 
who was ringing a hand-bell most 
manfully; after laboring at it some time, the fellow 
made a dead halt, and bellowed out something to the 
following effeet:— Sale dis night—fryin’ pans, 
gridirons, books, oyster-knives, and odder kinds of 
medicines. Joe Williams will hab some fresh oys- 
ters at his 'stablishment—by ticlar desire, Mr. Hew- 
let will give limitations ober again—two or three 


MrP 





dozen damaged discussion locks—and Rev 
Q. will deliber a sarmount on temperance, half past 
six o'clock pre :dat’s not all! dare will be a per- 
ite and select colored Ball at Mrs. John’s just arter 
dis is bin done !"—Hagerstown Mail. 








A Connecticut Jonathan in taking a walk with 
as hon- 


his dearest, came toa toll bridge, when he, 
estly as he was wont to be, said, after 
wll, (which was one cegt,) ‘Come, Suke, you 
must pay yourown toll, for yust aslike’s not I sha'nt 








| have you arter all 


| posed by Mr. Horn, she sang sweetly ; 


—— 





Park Theatre 
On Monday Evening Artaxerses was re peated 
Mrs 


voice and sang the music well, especially the air of 


and went off well Austin was in excellent 
“When ere the Cruel Tyrant;” was given with great 
effect ; also the Bravura, the Soldier Tir'd, was ad 
Miss 


Hughes appeared for the 2d time in this city as Ar 


mirably exeented and rapturously encored 


taxerses. ‘The music being suited to her voice, she 
sung it with taste and feeling, especially the song 


In Infancy, iv: which she was warmly applauded 
Miss Wheatly came betore the public a second time 


in opera—She sang the recitative better than we 





have had itdone for some years, and al 





song Com 








she has a 
good voice and with practice and a little more con 


| fidence will be an acquisition to the Operatic De 


partment. Mr. Horn as Artabanes was good in 


the delineation, though we 





asay little for his sing 
“12; however, he makes more of his voice than 
Jones as Arba 
lent and sang the music well: he gave Water Part 
ed beautifully ; but he should try and be more perfect 
The Quartette—* Mild 
as the Moon Beams,” was well sang and rapturously 
We think, taking the ¢ pera altogether, 
that it could not have been performed better in this 
After the Opera, Miss C. Fisher appear- 
ed in six different characters, inthe “Actress of All 
Work,” and if we judge from the applause she re- 
The 
2d and 3d acts of Masaniello followed, in which we 
Mrs. Austin as the Prinee, (whieh, by the by, 





could be expected 





“a Was excel! 


both in music and words 


encored. 


country 


ceived, she is still as great a favorite as ever. 








isamere nominal character, as she sings none of the 
music of the Opera.) in which she introduced the 
favorite air, as sang by Signora Pedrotti) Della 
Gioja, and in which she received a deserved encore. 
Miss Hughes as the Princess, introdnced the Scena 
the first Act, 
which she sang admirably, and was also encored 


and Aria from in to the second 
Miss Fisher as Fenella looked and acted the part 
with great feeling. Jones, as usual, was good, and 
Richings, if judge from the applause the Italians 
bestowed upon him a few nights previous, is the 
Pietro hunself. The Opera concluded very late : 
! think the Manager would find it more to his ad- 
vantage to shorten the performances, especially on 
Opera nights, as the singers become fatigued and 
the Orchestra sleepy and therefore careless. 

On Wednesday night the Opera of the Magic 
Flute wa 





performed for the Benefit of Mr. Horn. 
‘There was a very good house, though it ought to 
The 


first act went off very well—Placide was encored in 


have been better, for the bill was excellent 
his first song, and I think deservedly. Jones gave 
the Aria Image of her I Love, with great taste and 
feeling, and it received more applause than usual, 
which we were happy to hear, for it is asweet mor- 
ceau,& when the audience become more ¢ 
with the style of the music, they will fee 
about that and other pieces in the Opera. 





equainted 





as we do 
Mrs. 
Austin sang her Cavatina well, but seemed laboring 
under indisposition—it was so for the Prince Ta- 
mino (after the curtain fell) very politely eame for- 
ward and asked the audience to excuse the Princess 
We think 
the managers make a great oversight in sending ona 
person to announce the play for the next night or to 
make any kind of apology in the dress which he has 
justappeared before us on the stage ; it entirely de- 


if she should leave out any of the music. 


stroys the effect of any performance, and we would 
advise that for the future, when they haveany an- 
nouncement to make to the audience, that ‘they 
will either come forward themselves or send some- 
hody that is notimcharacteristie dress. ‘The second 
and third acts went off well, and the only piece of 
We 
trust that this opera will vet become a favorite with 
the New Yorkers. After the Opera, Miss Hughes 
sung The Mermaid Care, accompanied by Mr. 


music left out was the duett in the 2d act. 


Horn on the Piano, and whieh was composed for 
Miss Hl. by Mr. 
a deserved encore. Mr. Horn sang, “ Said a Smile 


It was well sung and received 





to a Tear,” 
the 


com 





anied by himself on” the Piano, 


accompaniment was adimirably given and 
After this came Jobin of 
Paris, by Boildien, Miss Hughes playing the Prin- 
In the 


2d act she introduced Adieu thou Dreary pile, 


it also received an encore, 





cess; she looked and played charmingly. 


from the Duenna, in which she was rapturously en- 
cored. Miss Fisher as the Page was a little diffe- 
Mrs 
. and sang her 
| part in the piece with good style and taste, especial- 
Mr. Horn as John of Paris, 
looked and acted the Prince, but we cannot say as 
much for the singing part, although, if the taste ’ 
feeling which he throws into his songs could make 


rent from the Page we generally had. 





Sharpe as Annette was good as us 





| ly in the Troubadour, 





up for want of voice, he certainly deserves credit 
Mr. Placide as the Chamberlain, as usual, was ad- 
mirable, and the song of My Anger will Chole Me, 
Mr. Fisher 


as Pedrigo Potts was good—thongh after once see- 


we dont believe could be sang better. 


ing Hilson in it, we ean fancy no one else in the 
character. 

Asa proof of the remark we made, on Monday 
about the length of the performance, the greater 
part of the people iad left when the 2d act eom- 
menced—and the Prompter was in such a hurry to 
get through, that he rang the curtain down in the 
middle of the Pinale, while they were smging, and 
the Orchestra immediately, without minding whe- 
ther they finished in the right key or no, arose so 
glad were they to get through the fatigues of the 
night 


Tie Poundling of the Sea 





The Prize Comedy. 
by 8S. Woodworth, was performed on Thursday 
Evening for the second time. The characters were 
ustained ina manner that did credit to the per- 
formers with (perhaps) two exceptions. Mr. Hill is 
more effective in this than in the Green Mountain 
Boy, and the plot ofthe piece is altogether more in 
teresting ; but it appeared to us as if there was 
This is 
probably owing to the hurry of adapting it to the 
When the curtain 
fell, there was not, as has been stated, about an 
though 
under 


some discrepancy in the develope tent 
stage inthe second imstance, 


equal balance of hissing and applause ; 
individuals might be 
The fact 


was falling, and the house nearly unanimous in cab 


perhaps a few 


that Impression is that as the curtain 
ling for a repetition of the play, some fellow, we 
suppose, some disappomted  seribbler, that had 
essayed for the prize, stood up in the pit, and with 
stentorian lungs opposed it; at this several people 
b 
that excited their disapprobation 


n to hiss, but it was the man, and not the play 





Petticoat Ge 





ermnent was performed as an im 
Fisher 
Blakeley were exceedingly happy as Clover and 
Hectic 


Quadrupeds, ora Tragedy for warm weather 
and 


terlude, and with its usual sneces und 


wound up the entertainments of the eve ming, 
truly it is one of the most ludicrous pie ces that ever 
seta house fulllof people erying with laughter; many 
persons were to be seen im all directions stuffing their 
handkerchiefs in their mouths, and we saw two or 
three, that absolutely tumbled backw ards from their 
seats in i-resistable kinks. If the piece is ever 
gain pe rformed, we advise all such as are trouble 
with the “ vapours on the brain to witness it, fe 
there is nothing in the world so eflieacious in clear- 
ing the head, as a long, loud, unlimited, and un- 


controlable Jaugh.” 





“ 
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